SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
While all things else have rest from weariness ?
All things have rest: why should we toil alone,                60
We only toil, who are the first of things,
And make perpetual moan,
Still from one sorrow to another thrown :
Nor ever fold our wings
And cease from wanderings,                                             65
Nor steep our brows in slumber's holy balm ;
Nor hearken what the inner spirit sings,
There is no joy but calm !'
Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things ?
III.
Lo ! in the middle of the wood,                                           jo
The folded leaf is woo'd from out the bud
With winds upon the branch, and there
Grows green and broad, and takes no care,
Sun-steep'd at noon, and in the moon
Nightly dew-fed; and turning yellow                                 75
Falls, and floats adown the air.
Lol sweeten'd with the summer light,
The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow,
Drops in a silent autumn night.
All its allotted length of days,                                           80
The flower ripens in its place,
Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil,
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil.
IV.
Hateful is the dark-blue sky,
Vaulted o'er the dark-blue sea.                                          85
Death is the end of life; ah, why
life all labour be ?
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